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The Planet of Scientists: A Fable
Abstract
Once upon a time, in the future when mankind was settling some uninhabited planets (not that they all
were), a spaceship load of scientists settled one planet, having decided not to bring to their new world any
person whose thinking was muddled with religious passions.
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of view and writing style very much - it has a
wonderful deadpan charm, and metaphors like •a
cat in a rinse cycle" are embedded like nuggets of
laughter throughout. I liked the ~ablishment of Joe
Smith's character and situation at the story's beginning and I liked the way the story developed. But
the ending - i.e. Joe's stepping back through his window in anguish that it's all fake - I just don't get it.
As a trauma, it doesn't seem to relate to his character as established in the story's opening. On another
level, if it really is a fake, how does Joe get back
through the window: if it were a fake, wouldn't he
complete his jump, plummetting to the ground?
Maybe I'm missing something here.

The Sage and the Tigec was great. It's tough
to write a story with explicit spiritual content without
becoming too earnest. This story has wonderful
humor and a warmly realistic appreciation of human
fallibility.
Thanks for the interview with P. C. Hodgen,
who has been one of my favorite writers since I discovered God Stalk lo these many years ago. Speaking as a complete beginner, it's nice to hear
someone talk about the practicalities of the busi-

ness.
A final, general comment (with apologies for

the burgeoning length of this letter}. I enjoy, and get
a lot from, the LOC section. Thanks to all who were
kind enough to comment on Ille Song of the Mother
of Waters. I am especially grateful to Angelee Sailer
Anderson; I have a one-sentence-paragraph
habit,
and it is good for me to question each one.
Evelyn Cooper
Pasadena, California

I should explainthat Gary Barwin's poems
came with no titles and I chose to simplylabel them
poems (and get slightlymore creative with 'enotner
poem"). Thanks for pointing out the •regret/regent•
resonations with the name •Reget• - that all happened for me at the subconsciouslevel; lt's nice
that someone consciouslynoticed.
You guys can stop apologizingfor the length
of your LOCs now because, frankly,we don't care
how long they are if you're makingobservationsthat
might be helpful to the authors. If anybody gets out
of control, we'll edityou - but so far it hasn't been
necessary.

.' THE PLANET OF SCIENTISTS:
AFABLE
by

Joe R. Christopher

Once upon a time, in the future when mankind
was settling some uninhabited planets {not that they
all were}, a spaceship load of scientists settled one
planet, having decided not to bring to their new .
world 8Ifi person whose thinking was muddled with
religious passions. This was despite the reference
in an ancient text - The Legacy of Heoro: -- to the
barrenness of rationalistic funerals. "We'll write
some hymns about death being inevitable for all
animals,• said one official. (But references to
Newton's and Einstein's beliefs in God survived,
and puzzled the next generation}.
The scientists knew that they needed recreations; and, since m8rfi of them were musical (especially the mathematicians}, they -- after a number of
years -- organized a regular cycle of concerts. They
had much fun (and extended disagreements} working out the exact calendar of Earth, taking into allowance their near-the-speed-of-light travel to their
new world, with modifications for acceleration and
deceleration and - a particularly tricky mater -- the
slowing of the ship due to space dust. The purpose
of the calendar was so that they could choose appropriate music for appropriate festivals.
The results over the next several generations
were not entirely what the organizers expected, although there were substantial participation and substantial attendance. A pertormance of parts of the
Tao Te Ching in Chinese, set to music by an
obscure twenty-first century composer and performed at the Earth's spring equinox, led to the conversion of several intuitive types to Taoism. Since
they tended to disagree with each other about what
Taoism implied for their lives, the organizers did not
consider the matter too significant. (Besides, the
Tao Te Ching, the converts had a second sacred
text: an ancient hist()()' called The Left Hand of Dark~
ness; they also disagreed about what it implied for
their lives.}
But the performance of Handel's Messiah, on
the equivalent of one 25 December, was a more
serious matter. One woman was converted during
the Alto's recitativo, "Behold, a virgin shall conceive,
and bear a son.• (•AlwfJ)/S a flighty type," commented a colleague later of the converted.} And a
second person, a man, found himself singing in the
Spirit during the Hallelujah Chorus.

What made this more serious than the Taoism
was that the woman, in trying to find what she could
about her new faith in the carefully edited, antireligiously-biased general computer's memory, ran
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across a copy of Edward Vi's Book of Common
Prayerin the multitudinous historical section and
was able, eventually, to recreate a fragmentary
Bible and lectionary from scraps of quotations in
minor languages. Evidently, the computer had been
told to eliminate all Biblical language, using standard versions, so that almost nothing existed in
Hebrew, Greek, Latin, and modern English, for example. But extended passages showed up in
Rumanian, Bengali, Anglo-Saxon ... The Prayer
Book had to be a late addition, so that it (with its version of the Lord's Prayer) missed the purge. No
doubt this time frame also explained how The Messiah got in.
Therefore, the woman began reading Morning
and Evening Prayer, and Mass on the equivalent of
Sundays, while the man sang in tongues and
danced in the Spirit at appropriate pauses in the services. Many came out of curiosity; a few stayed.
"It seems to answer an em<Xional need,• said
one of the officials, "but it's dangerous.•

"It would be more dangerous still to try to suppress it,• said another; "the histories are clear on
persecution's aid to faith. Perhaps we can make sly
fun of it in planted rumors.•
"If the rumors don't just raise interest in it,•
replied the first. He went on, "It seems wrong to use
emotion in a rational colony -- but human beings
have never proved wholly rational.• His voice held a
note of regret. "We can but try.•
While they spoke, three persons were waving
their hands in the air and singing in the Spirit at a
Morning Prayer service. And, since the colony had
not offered The Messiahagain, their presbyter, sitting at one side and observing them, was wondering
if she had enough fellow believers to begin offering
an abbreviated form of Handel's work the next
Christmas. One of the singer's tongues shifted to intelligibility; "All we like sheep,• he sang. Another
replied, "Have gone astray.•

Sweet as Muscatel
by Gwenyth E. Hood
Although my grandfather had made his fortu'le
in trade, I had been educated as a gentleman and
at first I expected Flora society to accept me as
such. After a youth spent in Paris and Vienna, I was
anyone's equal in deportment. My attire, always
elegant without flashiness, had elsewhere disarmed
the stuffiest arbiters. So when with a lover's shyness I followed the Lady Celia into the Contessa di
Filipini's salon at Flora, I was not expecting difficulties from the threadbare remnants of aristocracy
which infested that small city. I took no special
notice of Prospero until the night he shattered my
life.
That night I noticed him. He was five years my
elder and a finger or so taller than I, but he paid for
that advantage in loss of substance. His thin face
with jutting cheekbones was perched too precariously on his spidery shoulders. His f1of es were a watery
blue, and despite trying fNery imaginable style of
hat from the foppish to the frumpish, he never hit on
one that gave life to his face or compensated for his
moth-eaten wig. Yet that evening I noticed his weak
f1ofes assessing me carefully. It added an edge
which I did not need to my nervousness, for I was
•screwing my courage to the sticking point,• to ask
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that great question. My f1ofes were already creeping
past him and feasting on Celia in her demure pink
gown with the innocent pearls at her throat. She
smiled in my direction, not a bold or wanton smile,
but winsome, tentative, almost embarrassed. So
rapt was I that at first I did not hear Prospero speak.
I only heard his words when he repeated himself.
"Sweet,• he said. "Sweet as Muscatel.•
Celia cast down her f1of es, a rosy blush creeping over her cheeks. Through the salon a delicate
ripple of laughter spread and then I understood. The
words of the whole disastrous octave floated back
tome:
All dainty as a wild gazelle,
Is Celia with the sea-blue f1of es,
Whose fragrant curls in swells arise,
On cheeks as pure as asphodel,
rwould convert the stubborn Infidel,
But seeing that ruby mouth to smile,
Cupid himself is all beguiled,
. By lips as sweet as Muscatel.
Ah yes indeed, I wrote that, callow youth that

